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Edwin Ford Piper 



Yip, yip. yhi, yi-yii 

Run, you old stiff-kneed grasshopper, 

You spiral-spined jackrabbit, you! 

A-ho, whoopee! 
Brown's Hotel we're bound to see, 
Swing them girls at the dance party, 
One-and-twenty on a moonlight spree — 

A-ho, whoopee! 

Whoa, Zebe, whoa! 

Whoa, till I hitch you, whoa! 

SWEETGRASS RANGE 

Come sell your pony, cowboy — 

Sell your pony to me; 
Braided bridle and your puncher saddle, 

And spend your money free. 

"If I should sell my pony, 
And ride the range no more, 

Nail up my hat and my silver spurs 
Above my shanty door. 

"And let my door stand open wide 
To the snow and the rain and sun; 

And bury me under the green sweetgrass 
Where you hear the river run." 

As I came dqwn the sweetgrass range 
And by the cabin door, 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

I heard a singing in the early dusk 
Along the river shore ; 

I heard a singing to the early stars, 

And the tune of a pony's feet. 
The joy of the riding singer 

I never shall forget. 

Edwin Ford Piper 



SNOW 

The grey sky bent above us — 

It seemed so little, 

The earth. 

Like a very distant village trio 

Of almost forgotten years, 

The trees sang. 

Then, 

As a lone white rose, 

That stays its complete departure 

And leaf by leaf goes straying — 

Came, as from a greater beauty, 

Hidden in the grey, bending sky, 

Snow. 

Leone Keller 
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